27 «(JULY 5, 1961 
Lesson for July 15 








« 


sw HOw ewes 













Chats With the Editor 
What to Do 
During the Sermon 


John finds it terribly hard to pay at- 
tention to the sermon. Alice often wishes 
twelve o’clock would hurry and come. Jim 
just gives up and reads the JUNIOR GUIDE, 
and Margaret draws pictures to amuse her 
little sister Judy. 

All four feel they ought to listen to the 
sermon, but they also wish there was some 
way to make the eleven o'clock service 
more interesting. Here are some ideas that 
could help them, and they may help you 
too. 

Write down the Bible texts and Spirit of 
Prophecy references the minister uses. Have 
a pencil and paper handy, and every time 
the minister quotes a text, write down the 
reference. If he reads a statement from the 
Spirit of Prophecy write down where he 
got it from. This activity is guaranteed to 
keep you awake during the sermon. If after 
a while you find it too easy, write down be- 
side each reference the main thought of the 
text or statement. 

For variety, some Sabbath morning keep 
track of the number of times the minister 
uses certain words. A few weeks ago I sat 
with a couple of girls and wrote down sev- 
eral important words that we thought the 
minister would use quite often. I placed 
them in a column down one side of two 
pieces of paper and gave each girl a sheet. 
Every time the minister used one of these 
words, the girls wrote a “1” beside it. It 
really kept them concentrating! 

The sermon that day was entitled “The 
Challenge of the Unfinished Task.” So the 
list began with “challenge,” “unfinished,” 
and “task,” the three important words in 
the title. Below these we put “faith,” 
“world,” “God,” “Jesus,” “heaven,” “com- 
ing,” and a few others. You could do the 
same. 
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If you make up the lists before church 
you and a friend could have identical 
copies, and after the service you could com- 
pare your results. 

When you feel really ambitious, outline 
the sermon. This is the ultimate challenge 
and requires close attention. 

In making an outline, write the main 
points of the sermon as the preacher comes 
to them. Number them 1, 2, 3, et cetera. 


After each point write the texts or sori 


the preacher uses to illustrate it. 

Some preachers often say, “My next point 
is——” Others say, “There are four im- 
portant lessons we should get from our 
text today.” It is so much easier to outline 
their sermons! 

It is more interesting, of course, if some- 
one else is doing the same thing you are. 
And if someone can be persuaded to offer 
a prize, so much the better! 

For instance, your mother or an older 
brother could keep track of the key words 
with you. Then if your results are about 
the same as theirs, you would get an extra 
helping of dessert. Not a bad idea, is it? 

Maybe the leader of your junior division 
could offer a prize for the best sermon out- 
lines the juniors make. We did this once 
in our division, and it worked well. Out- 
line the four sermons of one month. Paste 
them in a scrapbook with pictures, and have 
the pastor act as judge. The best three 
could get prizes. 

Little brothers and sisters can join some 
of these plans. A lady told me once that 
even before she was old enough to go to 
school, her mother had her draw simple 
pictures for various words the minister used, 
such as a cloud every time the preacher 
said, “heaven,” a circle (a halo) for “God,” 
a cross for “Jesus.” Today that lady is a 
minister’s wife and an excellent Bible 
teacher. 

I am sure these ideas will help you en- 
joy the church service better, and you will 
get much more out of the sermon. If you 
have other ideas that you have found use- 
ful, write and tell me about them. 


Your friend, 


Vhuntene Waxed 
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The car brakes had failed and 


the car would not stop. 


LARRY RACES A LOCOMOTIVE! 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


[r HAD been a delightful afternoon. The 
entire Simms family had enjoyed every 
moment of it. The crisp air of the pine- 
clad mountains, the smoke-flavored food 
cooked over the open fire, the joy of being 
together—no one could have said which 
they had enjoyed the most. But each had 
that snug feeling that goes with complete 
contentment. 

Very little was being said as the car sped 
down the mountain slopes. Mr. Simms said 
that the children must have eaten so much 
that they could not talk. Mrs. Simms 
thought it was because they were all so tired 
from the long hike to the top of the ridge. 


But the children didn’t care about reasons. 
They were just content to sit and stare idly 
at the scenery flying by. 

“We're almost home,” Tom observed, as 
his father began to slow down from the first 
descent. “I hope we arrive in time to play 
awhile.” 

“I think we will be home before dark, 
son,” his father answered. “Of course, there 
are a few chores to be done too.” 

“Leave it to dad to bring that up,” said 
Larry with a laugh. “As if we could forget!” 

“Dad wouldn’t let us,” teased Tom. 

Just then Mrs. Simms noticed a look of 
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Larry looked fearfully out the car window. The locomotive was about to hit them! 
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It'll be a cold day in July when I set foot in : \ , 
a church again,’ Mr. Shook roared at me. Then came... 


HAILSTONES in JULY 


By KAY HEISTAND 


SHALL never forget the feeling of fore- 

boding and loneliness that swept over me 
as | heard my mother answer Mrs. Harris. I 
was eating a piece of chocolate cake at the 
time, and the emotion was so intense that 
I had to put the cake down, and the portion 
that was still in my mouth turned as dry as 
dust. 

“I agree with you, Mrs. Harris. I don’t 
see what Kathy sees in that old man, and 
I've noticed slang cropping up in her speech 
all too frequently lately.” 

I could imagine mother shaking her 
head, and the other ladies “tsk-tsking” all 
over the place. I moved away from the 
open window. It must be true that listeners 
never hear anything good about themselves, 
I brooded. And old Mr. Shook—why, he 
was the only friend I had in this little old 
one-horse town! 

Disgusted, I shuffled my way around the 
old-fashioned brick house that was my new 
home. In the month we had lived there, 
with dad traveling on a new job, life would 
have been utterly desolate without Mr. 
Shook. 

I looked across the wide lawn to the 
house where he lived—my best and only 
friend. No one could repair a roller skate 
like Mr. Shook, or spin a tale, or suggest a 
new book. 

Later mother brought up the problem 
herself. I wouldn’t mention it, operating on 
the principle that she might forget about 
Mrs. Harris and her horrible suggestion that 
I not see Mr. Shook any more. As if it was 
any of her business! I was resentful and 
stubborn when mother finally said, “Kathy, 


you're picking up too many bad habits from 
Mr. Shook. Slang and a casual dress may be 
all very well for a boy, but you are growing 
up to be a young lady.” 

“Mother-r-r,” I wailed, “I've got plenty 
of time! I’ve not met any of the other kids 
yet and I’m so lonely!” 

“I know, dear.” Mother softened a tiny 
bit but didn’t smile. “Another thing, lately 
you've seemed to develop a dislike for 
church.” 

“Mr. Shook doesn’t go to church,” I 
blurted out, and then I could have bitten my 
tongue. Of all the stupid things to say, 
that was the worst! 

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about,” 
mother insisted. “I will not have you as- 
sociating with Mr. Shook if you are going to 
adopt his unfortunate habits and beliefs.” 

“Maybe he'll go to church with us some- 
day.” 

Mother hesitated. “Well, Kathy, you can 
ask him. If he would, I'd be apt to change 
my thinking.” 

A half promise was better than none, so I 
ran quickly to my friend’s house. He was 
sitting on the back porch tying trout flies. I 
admired them for a while, then tried to 
lead up gracefully to the church proposi- 
tion. 

But tact was foreign to me, and I finally 
just came out with, “Mr. Shook, would you 
go to church with me this next week?” 

His eyebrows beetled together and his 
voice was gruff as he asked, “Someone been 
putting you up to this, Kathy?” 

I didn’t answer. I never lied to Mr. 
Shook. I never exactly lied to anybody else 
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“Kathy, are you crazy?” Mr. Shook shouted, as | fell up the stairs, my skirt full of hailstones. 


either, but I didn’t even evade a little bit 
with him. We were such equal friends. I 
finally shrugged my shoulders. 

Mr. Shook laid down the trout fly and 
growled at me. “We're friends, Kathy, but 
you're going too far. You mind your own 
business! Hear me?” 

I nodded miserably. 

“Because it'll be a cold day in July when 
I set foot in a church again!” he roared. 
“When it snows in July, then I'll go to 
church with you and not until then! I’ve 
got my reasons. So let’s drop the subject, 
eh?” 

I was only too glad to! 

That night mother asked me if I'd sug- 
gested church to Mr. Shook, and when I 
told her what he’d said, she fairly splut- 
tered, “Why, that old—old reprobate!” 
Then she was quiet for a long minute. 
“Kathy, you'll have to taper off your 
friendship with Mr. Shook. I've found out 
why he feels as he does about church, and 
I think I'd better tell you about it.” 

I waited expectantly. 

“He lost his wife and son in an auto- 
mobile accident some years ago,” mother 
said softly. “It made him very bitter. He 


blamed God for his tragedy and gave up 
church ever since.” 

Oh, poor Mr. Shook, I thought. How 
could people criticize him? I felt an over- 
whelming pity for him. He had never even 
mentioned having a son to me. 

Well, it was in June when mother laid 
down the ultimatum about my not seeing so 
much of Mr. Shook. I had to stop visiting him 
almost completely, and I missed him ter- 
ribly. 1 know now that the ceasing of my 
frequent visits must have hurt him, but he 
never said anything to me. At home I tried 
to watch my slang and grammar, for Mr. 
Shook had a picturesque manner of free 
and easy speech, and I had copied him in 
many of the things I said. My liking for 
him was close to hero worship. 

July rolled around as usual. It was a 
temperamental month, and I well re- 
member spending many hours standing at 
the tall, narrow windows of the old house, 
peering out at the electrical displays of sum- 
mer storms. By that time I had become ac- 
quainted with other children and _be- 
grudged the playtime I was losing. 

One such day it was dark and gloomy, 

To page 19 
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The lady who lost the twenty-dollar 
bill would not believe it was 


ONLY a JOKE 


By BARBARA JEAN CRAMER 


OTHER!” exclaimed Janice excitedly, 

racing through the house to the 
kitchen, “the Wheelers have invited me to 
go home with them for two weeks. And 
guess what? Mr. Wheeler says he'll take 
me to summer camp—free! He is going to 
be a counselor. May I go with them, 
Mother?” Her sparkling brown eyes 
pleaded earnestly. 

“We'll see,” mother replied, as she looked 
up from stirring the gravy. “Let me talk it 
over with Mrs. Wheeler first.” A mischie- 
vous twinkle in her eye secretly let Janice 
know that her wish would probably be 
granted. 

For a long time Janice Morgan had been 
wishing and dreaming about going to sum- 
mer camp. When Mr. and Mrs. Wheeler 
had come nearly two hundred miles to visit 
her family for the weekend, her hopes 
soared high. 

Now mother consented to let her go 
back with the Wheelers for a short vacation 
and then on to summer camp. Her wish 
was granted. 

Quickly Janice dug out her dusty suit- 
case from the attic. “Let’s see,” she mumbled 
to herself, “pajamas, swim suit, Sabbath 
dress, toothbrush, comb, paper and pen to 
write home to mom and dad, two dollars 
for camp crafts, Bible and Sabbath school 
lesson.” Within twenty minutes she had 
carefully tucked in the last item and closed 
the suitcase lid. 

“Good-by, dear. Remember your man- 
ners, and do be careful at camp,” mother 
said as she kissed her daughter good-by. 
She watched her hop into the car and soon 
disappear down the road. 

On the way Janice and the Wheelers 
talked of the big times they were going to 
have together. In the huge orange grove 
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Janice could pick all the fruit she could 
eat. They would go swimming now and 
then in the pool nearby. 

“And that’s not all,” said Mrs. Wheeler. 
“Linda Harvey lives next door to us and 
she’s about your age. She always bubbles 
over with so much fun and laughter that 
it's impossible to have a dull moment 
around her. Just wait till you see her cute 
little black-and-white puppy she is teach- 
ing to do tricks! Right now she is teaching 
him to sit up on his hind legs. I can’t tell 
you everything, but I know you and Linda 
will have loads of fun together.” 

“Oh, I just know we will too,” Janice re- 
plied happily. “I can hardly wait to see her! 
And the puppy too, because dogs are my 
favorite pets!” 

Early the next morning the Wheelers 
pulled into their own garage. Since it was 
still dark, they all crawled into bed for a 
few hours to catch up on their lost sleep. 
But for Janice sleep was a long time com- 
ing; there were too many big things to 
think about. 

The next few days quickly slipped into 
a week, and then into a week and a half. 
Janice was enjoying herself so much. Sum- 
mer camp was only a few days away. Oh, 
how glad she was that she was not going to 
miss that wonderful experience! 

“Janice,” Mrs. Wheeler said, “my hus- 
band and I are going to visit Mr. and Mrs. 
Bowen, who are good friends of ours. Come 
and go along with us if you like.” 

“All right,” Janice answered quickly, and 
in a few minutes they were on their way. 

Janice played alone outside the Bowens’ 
cozy little home until she could find noth- 
ing else to do. Then she skipped into the 
kitchen where Mrs. Bowen was at the table 
reading a letter. She slipped into a chair be- 











side her, wondering what to do next. Sud- 
denly an idea popped into her mind. 

On the table before her was a $20 bill 
that had come out of the letter Mrs. Bowen 
was still intently reading. Now, thought 
mischievous Janice to herself, here’s a 
chance for some fun. I'll just hide the money 
under this big blue flower vase on the table 
to tease Mrs. Bowen. Then when she finds 
it gone, I'll pretend to help her hunt for it. 
If she doesn’t find it, I will look under the 
vase and say, “Here it is!” It will be fun to 
do because she'll know I’m really not try- 
ing to steal; I wouldn’t even think of doing 
that. 

Quickly, quietly, Janice’s fingers slipped 
over the  rose-flowered tablecloth and 
around the $20 bill. Then slightly tipping 
the vase she pushed the money under it and 
set the vase upright again. Calmly she 
leaned back in her chair as if she had done 
nothing. 

In just another minute Mrs. Bowen fin- 
ished reading the letter, and carefully fold- 
ing it with one hand, reached with the 
other for the $20 bill. It wasn’t there! 

Without a word, she began searching 
anxiously. She fingered through the letter 
again; she looked behind, over, and under 
some papers and books that were on the 
table. She looked everywhere; everywhere, 







that is, except under the big blue flower 
vase. 

She was almost desperate now. With a 
worried frown on her face she glanced at 
Janice. Then she stood up to look on the 
floor under the table and around her chair, 
but nowhere could she find the missing 
money. Janice felt excited but kept quiet, 
taking in the whole situation while a little 
smile played round the corners of her 
mouth. 

The game was about over when Mrs. 
Bowen spoke. “Janice, I had $20 in this 
letter and something has happened to it. Do 
you know where it has gone? I just can’t 
find it.” 

“Oh, let me look too,” suggested Janice 
in her most helpful manner. She was still 
trying to look innocent. Then as if on sud- 
den impulse, she lifted the big blue flower 
vase. “Oh, look, here it is!” she exclaimed 
with a bright smile, and quickly retrieving 
the money, handed it to Mrs. Bowen. 

“Thank you,” replied Mrs. Bowen in a 
low voice, but she did not look very pleased. 
Her words had a questioning tone that 
made Janice begin to wonder if her little 
trick had gone over as well as she had 
hoped. 

Nothing more was said then about the 
incident; Janice halfway forgot about it as 
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Let’s see, thought Janice, if | hide this money 


underneath the vase, we'll really have some fun! 
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A FASCINATING WORLD GREETEO 


CHARLES WILLIAM BEEBE ano OTIS BARTON 
AS THEY EXPLORED THE INKY BLACK DEPTHS 
OF THE OCEAN IN THEIR BATHYSPHERE, BEEBE; 

(BORN JULY 29,1877] AND BARTON 
DESCENDED TO A DEPTH OF 

{ 3028 FEET IN THEIR 5000 

\ POUND STEEL BALL (1934) 
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she went outdoors again. But Mrs. Bowen 
did not forget. 

“Mrs. Wheeler, please come here a min- 
ute; I must tell you something.” Mrs. 
Bowen was almost whispering as she spoke. 
“The oddest thing just happened. Janice 
hid $20 from me as I was reading a letter. 
Now, I don’t know Janice very well, but 
I’m almost sure she meant to take that 
money for herself. Then I think she backed 
out of it because after I missed the money 
she feared I might catch her. Then she pre- 
tended to find it, and gave it back to me. 
Now, what do you think about that?” 

Mrs. Wheeler dropped her head a mo- 
ment to think before she answered. Surely 
Janice wouldn’t really steal, but then how 
could she know, since she wasn’t there when 
it happened? Maybe Janice was only teas- 
ing and Mrs. Bowen didn’t recognize it. 
What could she do? There seemed to be 
only one answer. 

Slowly she lifted her head. “I’m very 
sorry, Mrs. Bowen,” she said. “I don’t really 
know what to say. I can’t believe Janice 
truly meant to take the money; but neither 
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of us can know about that for sure. I'll tell 
you what I'll do. I'll call her mother and 
tell her the whole story and maybe she'll 
know what we should do.” 

When Janice got back with the Wheelers 
to their home that afternoon, Mrs. Wheeler 
called Janice’s mother. Within a few min- 
utes the conversation was over, the receiver 
hung up, and a decision made. And by this 
time Janice knew for sure that Mrs. Bowen 
had interpreted her little trick the wrong 
way. 

Mrs. Wheeler called Janice to her side. 
“I’m sorry about what happened this after- 
noon,” she said slowly. “Maybe you did 
mean to take that money for yourself and 
maybe you didn’t, but Mrs. Bowen thought 
you did. I’m inclined to believe that you're 
not really a dishonest girl. Surely you didn’t 
really mean to take it, did you?” 

“No, I didn’t mean to. I was only teas- 
ing.” Janice spoke now in faltering tones. 

“I know you're telling me the truth, dear, 
but I called your mother a few minutes ago 
and told her the story. I told her that 
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Only the angels knew where it had gone. 


WANDERING MULE 


By RUTH FOLTZ KELSEY 


| wg: here is your lunch, and here are 
the letters to mail, and here is the list of 
things we need. Do you have old Tobey’s 
nose bag and grain?” 

“Right here,” John answered. He took 
the things his mother handed him, mounted 
the sleepy old mule, and started up the 
trail to town, fourteen miles away. The rab- 
bits and quail scurried out of his path at 
each turn until he came to the upper pas- 
ture gate, where grunts and squeals an- 
nounced the presence of old Sooey, the pig. 

Soon after going through the gate John 
looked behind him and scowled. Sure 
enough, there was the usual procession. Ev- 
erywhere the mule went Sooey went too, as 
if trying to stay in the mule’s shadow. Then 
came Sport the dog and Blue the cat. 

Around the ranch it was merely funny, 
but John knew that the animals would be- 
come much too tired before the long trip 
was finished, and there were bears and 














panthers waiting along the way for such as 
Sooey. John had no great love for pigs. He 
would not touch the meat after staying 
with Uncle Verne and Aunt Vera and hear- 
ing the Advent message, but his parents did 
not share his views and John respected their 
feelings. 

He tried to get ahead of the animals be- 
fore the second gate, but the mule would 
only go as fast as he wanted to. There was 
much shouting and shooing, clod throwing 
and stick waving, before the animals were 
turned back and John could get Tobey 
through the gate alone. 

Down the long ridge to the river, across 
the river, and into the deep forest beyond, 
John went. It was late spring and he saw 
two or three grouse mothers with their 
tiny chicks peeping softly among the grass. 
Once he startled a doe drinking at a tiny 
brook. She stamped her front foot and 
whistled sharply, and a spotted fawn fled 
back into the tall ferns. Only then did the 
doe slip from sight among the trees. 

A little before noon he reached the tiny 
settlement where the store and post office 
were. The nose bag (a canvas pail with 
grain in it) was soon slipped over Tobey’s 
nose so he could eat, and the strap fastened 
behind the long ears to hold the bag in 
To page 16 
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John looked back. There was the usual procession—mule, pig, dog, cat, all following in a line. 
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GOD’S LOVE 


Poetry Award 


By NELITA LORRAINE BATES, Age 13 
British Guiana, South America 


I like the pretty rainbow. 
It tells us of God's love. 

It reminds us of the ark 
And of the little dove. 





GOD’S UNDERWATER CREATION 


True-Story Award 


By RALPH WADDELL, Age 11 
New Orleans, Louisiana 


Just before coming home on furlough 
from Bangkok, Thailand, we spent a few 
days at Pataya Beach and there had a most 
unusual experience. Pataya is by the sea, 
about one hundred miles from Bangkok. 
We took Andrew Haynal, a good friend of 
mine, with us. 

On the last full day we were there, daddy 
hired a large fishing boat to take us and sev- 
eral other friends to some nearby islands 
about two hours from the mainland. 

As soon as we arrived at the first island, 
daddy and I put on our skin-diving goggles 
and went under water. What a sight met 
our eyes! Coral—pink, blue, green, yel- 
low, red, and white, in beautiful forma- 
tions resembling forests of tall trees, low 
bushes, and gay flowers—covered the ocean 
bottom. Swimming about the coral were 
thousands of fish, some spotted, others 
striped, large and small, all colors of the 
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rainbow, and apparently unafraid of us x 
we entered their playground. 

As I was looking at that wonderland, I 
received a newer and deeper understand- 
ing of God’s love for me as shown in His 
creation of such heavenly beauty for us to 
study and enjoy. 


em 


WALKING WITH JESUS 
Poetry Award 


By GAIL HEWITT, Age 13 
Kinston, North Carolina 


1 walked into the morning light 
Feeling refreshed and renewed. 
For | had just talked to Jesus, 
And | knew He was walking there toc. 


My soul was now at peace with God; 
Such joy I'd never known, 

Till Jesus came into my heart, 
And claimed me for His own. 





LOOK ALIKES 
Photography Award | 


By DALE MC CONNELL, Age 12 
Bloomfield, Indiana 














TORNADO MOVED BY PRAYER 


True-Story Award 


By RONNIE CANTRELL, Age 12 
Wichita, Kansas 


I was home all alone when a storm came 
up. Tornado warnings were out, and I was 
scared, 

I went next door and waited for my sister 
to come home. While I waited I sat out in 
the yard with the neighbors and we watched 
the clouds. 

Then over in the west we saw a flash of 
lightning and it made us look that way. 

We saw a tornado funnel. I got right 
down and started praying. 

Then we went into the cellar, and when 
the tornado passed over our house it lifted 
up and went into the clouds. I thanked the 
Lord. 
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MORE LIKE JESUS 
Poetry Award 


By CATHERINE LANCE, Age 15 
Edwards, Illinois 


More like Jesus every day 

In my work and in my play. 
More like Him | want to be, 

The Christ who died on Calvary. 


| want to walk with Him up there 
Upon the streets of gold. 

A robe of light | want to wear 
And play a harp of gold. 


Jesus, Saviour, help me be 

Every day more like Thee. 

When I'm walking, hold my hand 
And take me to the Promised Land. 





HELPING 
Poetry Award 


By FERN ELIZABETH MABERRY, Age 11 
Haledon, New Jersey 


1 wish I could help some poor little child 

To learn of dear Jesus so gentile and mild; 
Who blesses and keeps us all day and night, 
And helps us old Satan's temptations to fight. 


PRETTY NATURE 


Poetry Award 


By ALFRED SCHONE, JR., Age 11 ; 
Berrien Springs, Michigan 


Trees have different colors— 
Red, white, and green, 
Lovely to the eyes, 

Nice to be seen. 


The daffodils, the dandelions, 
Violets and roses, 

All in pretty nature, 

All in different poses. 





MY TURKEY 
Poetry Award 


By DORENE HARRIS, Age 10 
Galt, California 


I have a little turkey, 
His name is Turkey White. 
| always feed and water him 
At morning and at night. 


I have a little pen for him; 
He stays while I'm away. 

He never tries to run away 
When I go off to play. 





EXPENSIVE COTTON BALLS 


True-Story Award 


By VIRGINIA OGDEN, Age 13 
Fallon, Nevada 


It was a nice warm day, and my brother 
and I were in our neighbor's yard. We had 
decided to get some cotton balls off her cot- 
tonwood tree. 

It was a large tree—almost fifty feet high. 
It had thick limbs on it, for it was an old 
tree. The nearest branch was about six feet 
above the ground. 

I crawled up on the lady's garbage can 
and managed to grasp the limb. I pulled 
myself up and crawled all over the tree 
getting cotton balls. Soon I was thirty feet 
above the ground. 

About that time the lady came and told 

To page 16 
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FIVE BOOKS—and a | 


EY, there! Stop!” The raging man was 

running frantically down the hill toward 
Tom, who had just gotten into his car. 
His eyes were blazing with anger as he 
shook his fist. Suddenly he reached into his 
pocket and snapped out a_ switch-blade 
knife. 

“Til cut your throat, you underhanded 
rascal!” he shouted, holding the shimmer- 
ing blade close to Tom’s throat. 

Tom trembled before the frenzied man. 
What could I have done to make him so 
angry? he wondered. And his thoughts ran 
wildly back as he remembered the events 
of the past few weeks. 


The warm summer sun shone on Tom's 
old Chevrolet as it spluttered along a coun- 
try lane, a soft breeze gently blowing 
through the open windows. 

Tom Larsen, a dedicated colporteur, was 
willing to spend long weeks away from his 
wife and three children in order to spread 
the gospel by selling Adventist books. Of- 
ten his friends would say to him, “Tom, 
why don’t you quit selling books and get a 
good job so you can buy yourself a new 
car?” 

And Tom always replied, “I feel the 
Lord wants me in this work. If I can win 
only one soul to Christ, it will be worth all 
my efforts.” 

Now he was in the Cumberland Moun- 
tains of Georgia, selling books to the sim- 
ple, honest-hearted people who live there. 

In the distance he saw a white farm- 
house on a hill and near to it a large red 
barn with cattle grazing in the pastures. 
The majestic scene was set off by the azure 
sky with a few clouds drifting slowly over- 
head. The stillness of the afternoon was 
broken for a moment by the cry of a hawk 
swooping for its prey. 

As his car rounded a bend in the road, 
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By KATHLEEN LEWIS 


Tom spied a small, brown house set back 
among the pines. He quickly turned the 
car into the driveway and came to a stop 
in the shade. He opened the door, and 
with his brief case under his arm, started 
up the path toward the house. As he ap- 
proached the door, the ferocious barking of 
a small black terrier announced his coming. 
Before Tom had time to knock, a pleasant- 
faced woman came to the door with two 
dirty-faced little girls behind her, eager to 
view the visitor. 

“Good afternoon, ma’am,” Tom said po- 
litely, as he took off his hat. “I’m Mr. Lar- 
sen and I am a gospel worker. I have some 
nice storybooks that I think your children 
would enjoy very much. Could you spare a 
few moments of your time?” 

She glanced quickly at the neat, compact 
figure of the young man. “Why, certainly, 
Mr. Larsen, won’t you come in? My name’s 
Mrs. Hunter.” 

Tom began his canvass by taking out of 
his brief case a bright-red prospectus and 
an extra copy of Uncle Arthur's Bedtime 
Stories. The children looked on eagerly as 
he showed them the books. Mrs. Hunter 
examined them carefully, then smiled at 
Tom. “I'll take the books! Mrs. Foster on 
the hill back of us has four children. You 
be sure and go up there, and I know she'll 
buy a set of these Bedtime Stories too.” 

“I surely will,” Tom said, “and thank 
you! I'll be back in three weeks with the 
delivery. Good-by!” 

Well, I certainly was lucky to get an 
order so quickly, Tom thought to himself. 
I hope the lady on the hill is as eager for 
the books. 

With much effort the car chugged to the 
top of the steep hill. Next time I'll leave 
the car at the bottom and walk—that is, if 
she buys the books, he thought. 

“Hello there!” Tom called to the two 
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small boys playing with a shaggy white dog 
on the front lawn. “Is your mother home?” 

“Yeah,” replied the older boy. “She’s out 
back hangin’ up clothes. I'll go get her.” 

He leaped over a bicycle that was lying 
in the grass, rounded the corner of the 
house at full speed, and was back in a 
moment with his mother. 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Foster,” Tom said 
cheerily to the tall red-haired woman. “I’m 
Mr. Larsen. Mrs. Hunter at the foot of the 
hill recommended you to me. She said you'd 
probably like to see the set of children’s 
storybooks I have here.” 


“Come on in the house, Mr. Larsen. I'll 
get you a drink of cool water; you must be 
hot an’ tired.” She picked up the small girl 
who was peeking at Tom from behind her 
mother’s skirt and led the way to the door. 

“Thank you! I would like a drink of 
water,” Tom replied, taking off his hat. 

He then began showing Mrs. Foster the 
Bedtime Stories. 

“What denomination puts out 
books?” she asked. 

“The Seventh-day Adventists publish 
them. I’m a Seventh-day Adventist colpor- 
teur,” Tom answered. 

“Oh, yes, I've heard of you people. You 
keep Saturday for Sunday, don’t you?” 

“We believe Saturday to be the Sabbath,” 
Tom replied gently. 

“Oh, I see,” she said, and quickly changed 
the subject. “These are nice books, but I 
couldn’t take them today.” 

“I haven't got the whole set with me any- 
way,” Tom explained. “My delivery is in 
three weeks. There are five books, like 
these, in a set. Each story has a moral to it, 
and I’m sure you will find them both profit- 
able and enjoyable for your children.” 

“Mommy, we've never had any books 
like these before,” spoke up the younger 
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“Pil cut your throat!” the man shouted. “Go ahead, 
if you think you can,” Tom said. “God protects me.” 
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boy. “Why don’t you just get ‘em for us?” 

“Yes, please do, Mommy,” pleaded the 

older redhead. 
“All right, children, you win. I'll get 
them for you.” And turning to Tom, she 
said, “I hope they'll find these more inter- 
esting than so many of those wild cowboy 
comics they read all the time.” 

Tom left the farmhouse with a light 
heart that evening. Today has really been 
profitable, he thought, and offered up a 
prayer of thanksgiving. 

A few days before his delivery date he 
found a postal card in his mailbox. He 
read quickly: 

“Dear Mr. Larsen: I am very, very sorry, 
but I will have to ask you not to deliver 
the books. My husband found out about my 
ordering them and got awful mad about it. 
I don’t think it would be safe for you to 
come back to my house, for my husband 
has a terrible temper. Sincerely, Mrs. Fos- 
ter.” 
Tom’s heart sank. How badly she had 
wanted the books for her children! 

Several days later he rounded the bend of 
the road that led to Mrs. Hunter’s house. 
She was pleased to get the books, and the 
children were overjoyed. 

“Say, didn’t you sell Mrs. Foster.a set of 
Bedtime Stories too?” Mrs. Hunter asked. 

“She ordered them,” Tom answered, “but 
I received a postal card from her saying 
that her husband didn’t want her to have 
them.” 

“I know she wants them all right,” in- 
sisted Mrs. Hunter. “She once told me that 
she needed some good books or something 
for those wild kids of hers. You go on up 
there anyway. Her husband is out in the 
field with his oldest boy at this time of day, 
and he won’t know a thing about it.” 

“I hope he won't get angry with his wife 
or me,” said Tom. “I don’t want to cause 
trouble in the family.” 

“He'll probably like the books when he 
sees them. You'd better hurry before he 
comes in from the field, though,” Mrs. 
Hunter warned. 

Tom found Mrs. Foster in the barn, milk- 
ing. “Hello, Mrs. Foster,” he called cheerily. 

“Oh, hello, Mr. Larsen,” she said in sur- 
prise. “I didn’t expect to see you again. 
But I’m glad you came so I could explain 
why I can’t take the books. I’m awful sorry, 
but my husband thinks the price is too 


high.” 
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Suddenly Tom remembered something. 
“I have a set of paper-backed Bedtime 
Stories in my car. They are much cheaper. 
Would you like to see them?” 

“Well, sure,” she replied eagerly. 

Quickly Tom brought the paper-backed 
books into the barn and showed them to 
her and to her little boy. 

She did not hesitate when he told her the 
price. “I'll take them! Jimmy, run to the 
house and look in my top dresser drawer, 
and get the money out of my savings to 
pay Mr. Larsen!” 

Jimmy raced to the house and was back 
in a moment with the money. __ 

“Thank you so much, Mr. Larsen,” she 
said with tears in her eyes. “These books 
are gonna help my kids—I just know they 
are!” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Foster. Would you like 
for me to have prayer with you before I 
leave?” 

“Oh, yes, please do.” 

All three knelt on the concrete floor of 
the barn. Tom thanked the Lord for send- 
ing him to the lady who so desperately 
wanted good literature for her children. 

Tom walked rapidly down the mountain, 
for the sun was already low on the distant 
hills. 

He turned the key and stepped on the 
starter. Suddenly he heard a loud commo- 
tion on the hill. He looked up and saw a 
man running wildly toward him, shouting 
and waving frantically for him to stop. 

“Hey, there! Stop just where you are!” 
the man yelled. 

Tom stepped out of the car and started 
toward the man. Oh, no! he thought, that’s 
Mr. Foster and he’s found out about his 
wife’s buying the books! 

“Did you sell my wife some books?” he 
demanded. His eyes were blazing with rage 
as he ran. 

“Yes, I did,’ Tom answered. 

“I thought I told my wife to tell you not 
to come back peddling books!” he thun- 
dered. 

Suddenly he reached into his overalls 
pocket and snapped out a switch-blade 
knife. He started slowly toward Tom, trem- 
bling with rage, and raised the knife. The 
blade flashed wickedly in the last rays of the 
setting sun. Shivers ran down Tom’s spine. 

“I'm gonna cut your throat, you under- 
handed rascal,” the man shouted. 

Will he really? Tom’s thoughts ran 
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wildly. He is so worked up that he doesn’t 
realize what he is doing. Does he actually 
hate the books that much? 

Tom offered a quick silent prayer. “Dear 
Lord, please protect me!” 

Immediately he felt that he was not 
alone. The presence of his guardian angel 
sustained him. 

“Go ahead and cut my throat if you think 





LOVE WITHOUT END 


By NINA WILLIS WALTER 


Thank God for a beautiful, 
Wonderful world, 

For the cloud-flags of hope 
On the mountains unfurled, 

For the rivers that rollick 
And roll toward the sea, 

For the bloom on the bough, 
And the bird in the tree. 

Thank God for our loved ones, 
For every true friend, 

For His constant protection, 
His love without end. 





you can,” Tom said. “The Lord takes care 
of me!” 

A look of amazement came into the 
man’s face. Just as suddenly as he had 
snapped out the knife, he grasped his right 
wrist with his own left hand, and dropping 
the knife, crumpled to the ground, cursing 
and swearing. His wife and children came 
running down the hill. 


“What has happened to my husband?” 
Mrs. Foster cried. “Did you hit him?” 

“No,” Tom answered. “It is only his an- 
ger that is making him act like a madman. 
He is angry with me for selling you the 
books. He tried to kill me and would have 
had it not been for the Lord’s protective 
care.” 

The dazed man got up from the ground, 
looked incredulously at Tom, then at his 
wife, and turned and fled up the hill, his 
wife following with the children. 

Tom got back in the car. As he started 
the motor he offered a prayer of thanks- 
giving. 

The God who protected the three He- 
brews in the fiery furnace, the God who 
saved David from the giant, lives today and 
protects His children in time of need. 





Only a Joke 
From page 8 


surely it must be a misunderstanding. She 
didn’t know what to think either, but since 
suspicion pointed that way she thought that 
to prevent any further misunderstandings 
it would be wise for you to come home 
right away.” 

And miss summer camp? Janice couldn’t 
answer because now big lumps that seemed 
nearly to choke her were welling up in her 
throat. Tears watered her eyes, blurring 
everything. It seemed so unfair! Yet she 
knew there was nothing she could do now 
to save her vacation. Disheartened, she 
slowly turned and with heavy feet made 
her way to her room to pack. In the mean- 
time Mrs. Wheeler called the bus station to 
find out when the next bus left for Janice’s 
home. 

At five-thirty that evening the Wheelers 
bade a loving good-by to Janice as she 
stepped up into the bus. 

On the way home Janice’s thoughts si- 
lently went over and over again the events 
of the day: “I can see now how Mrs. 
Bowen took me the wrong way and I can’t 
really blame her. Maybe I would have felt 
the same, but why did I have to play such a 
silly trick anyway? Why? Why? Why? 

“Oh,” she moaned softly to herself, “I 
just wish I could be anybody in the world 
right now except Janice Morgan! And to 
think I'll miss summer camp after all my 
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plans.” Then she remembered a text she 
had read not long before: “Abstain from 
all appearance of evil” (1 Thess. 5:22). 
I guess I know what it means now, she 
thought, and I'll never forget. 

And she hasn't. 





Expensive Cotton Balls 
From page 11 


me to get out of the tree. Then she went 
back into her house. I figured I had dropped 
enough cotton balls to my brother anyway, 
and started down. 

I had been out on a branch and now 
started to crawl back. I grabbed a branch to 
hold onto. All of a sudden it cracked, and I 
went down. I fell head over heels thirty 
feet to the ground. 

My brother heard the crash, turned 
around and saw me, and ran to tell mom. 

Mom took me to the clinic in town and 
found out I didn’t have any broken bones. 
My eye was cut and so was my arm, but 
other than that I was all right. 

Mom received a bill from the clinic for 
fixing my eye and my arm. So those cotton 
balls were really quite expensive. 


HUMPY, BUMPY, AND JUMPY 
First True-Story Award 


By ANNETTE VETTER, Age 13 
Evansville, Indiana 


I" WAS vacation time. Friday night we (my 
father, mother, brother, and I) camped 
at Cold Springs, Idaho, about 57 miles 
north of Boise. 

Sabbath morning while we were eating 
breakfast, a little chipmunk came scamper- 
ing around. When he got about two feet 
from the table he sat up like a little dog 
and started begging. We threw peanuts to 
him and he ran away. Then I put a handful 
of the nuts on the ground. Soon he ap- 
peared with two other chipmunks. 

We named the first one Humpy because 
he always humped over when he ate; the 
second, Bumpy because she had a big bump 
under her chin; the third, Jumpy for he was 
always jumping around. 

When they found the pile of peanuts I 
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had put out for them, Humpy and Jumpy 
had a fight over who was going to have 
them while Bumpy calmly filled her pouches 
with the nuts and ran away to hide them. 
She kept going back and forth until they 
were all gone. And when Humpy and 
Jumpy realized that there weren't any more, 
they tried to start a fight with Bumpy. So I 
put some more peanuts out, a little closer 
to the table. 

Humpy and Jumpy hesitated when they 
saw the peanuts so close to us, but Bumpy 
wasn't afraid! No, sir! She came boldly up 
to the peanuts, and when she was about to 
take some, my brother (15 years old) sud- 
denly clapped his hands. Poor Bumpy! She 
just sat there petrified with fear, while 
Humpy and Jumpy took off like streaks of 
lightning. Soon Bumpy joined them, and 
we didn’t see them for several hours! 

Finally we saw the three of them peek- 
ing at us from behind bushes and trees, and 
I put a few peanuts not too far from the 
table. But this time Bumpy was more cau- 
tious. She advanced slowly. Her hind feet 
acted as if they wanted to run away while 
her front feet wanted to come closer. 

After about an hour of trying I finally 
got Humpy, Bumpy, and Jumpy to come and 
take peanuts from my hand. Jumpy was so 
greedy that he started chewing my fingers. 

What a thrill it was to feel their tiny feet 
and to know that here were some of God's 
wild creatures eating out of my hand! 


Wandering Mule 
From page 9 


“Hello, John. Did you come all this way 
just to see the rattlesnake Pete killed this 
morning?” Mr. Stump, the storekeeper, 
nodded his head toward the Indian boy sit- 
ting on the porch steps. 

“Good morning, Mr. Stump,” John said, 
then caught sight of the snake. “Wow! 
Pete,” he exclaimed. “That’s a whopper! 
Must be over five feet long. How many rat- 
tles?” 

“Ten.” Pete tried not to show the in- 
tense pride he felt. 

“Ten! I never saw that many before. 
Where did you find him?” 

“On river bar, by log pile, lying in 
sun. 











“Well, it’s a good thing you got him be- 
fore he bit some of these picnickers around 
here.” 

Pete grunted, but his eyes shone. And 
John went into the store. Flour, sugar, salt, 
yeast, ax handle, staples, and a big sack of 
mail were soon piled on the porch to be 
skillfully loaded onto the mule. John was 
only fourteen, but he knew that the slicker 
must go underneath so the mule’s perspira- 
ion could not reach the food, and that the 
oad must be evenly balanced so Tobey’s 
back would not get sore. 

When he paid for his purchases Mr. 
Stump tossed a handful of hard candy into 
a striped bag and handed it to him to show 
how much he appreciated a cash customer. 
John politely held the bag out to Pete, who 
gravely took a piece. John took a piece too, 
then buttoned the bag into his jacket pocket 
for the younger children at home. He ate 
his lunch as he walked homeward, leading 
the heavily loaded mule. 

Shadows were long, and skunks were 
coming out to hunt their meal of insects 
and mice when John reached the pasture 
gate. The dog and the cat were sitting 
there, and the pig was rooting nearby. John 
entered the field with Tobey, then as he was 
closing the gate he heard the rattle of a 
wagon approaching. 

“Hello, John! Been to town, I see. Got 
any mail for me?” said Mr. Long as he 
drove his wagon through the gate. 

“Tl look and see, sir,” John answered. 
“Are you going to the house or just to the 
barn?” 

“To the house to pay your father for the 
corn, and then to the barn for more. Why 
don’t you load your groceries onto the 
wagon? I imagine you will take the mail 
around to the neighbors, won’t you? If I 
take the stuff home, you can ride around 
from here and save a mile or so.” 

“A good idea,” John agreed. When the 
mule was unloaded, Mr. Long helped him 
sort the mail, then John turned to get on 
his mule. 

But there was no mule! Tobey had evi- 
dently decided that a day's work was a 
day's work, and had quietly walked off. 
Even the pig had made no sound as they 
walked on the green turf. Now they were 
nowhere to be seen. 

“I guess my head wasn’t working,” John 
said. “I should have tied Tobey to the 
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wagon wheel. I think I left the bridle over 
the saddle horn too.” 

“Well, at least he’s in this pasture,” Mr. 
Long said. “How big is it?” 

“Ninety acres, half brush, and it’s nearly 
dark and no moon. Well, I'd best get to 
looking for the old scamp.” John started off 
wearily, trying to fight back tears of disap- 
pointment. 

But Tobey knew enough to keep out of 
sight. The worried boy stumbled home at 
last in the starlight without finding him. 

“Never mind, son. You’ve done enough 
for one day. Eat some hot soup and go on to 
bed. We will look for him in the morning, 
the old rascal!” said his father kindly. 

Before tumbling into bed John knelt, 
praying that no harm would come to beast 
or saddle, and that he would find the mule 
early in the morning. Then he slept. Just 
before dawn the late moon shone through 
the window onto his face. He dreamed that 
Tobey stood by the log trough, unable to 
get his head down to drink because the 
bridle was caught on the saddle horn. 
Awaking, he sat up quickly. 

“The water trough! Why didn’t I think 
of that! Of course, he’d be thirsty,” he said 
to himself. Seeing the moonlight, he pulled 
on his clothes and hurried out the back 
door to the pasture and down to the trough 
in the hollow. There, as in his dream, he 
saw a chastened mule looking at the water 
he could not reach. 

When the mule had been watered and 
unsaddled and rubbed down, John gave him 
a good feed of corn. “Found him already, 
did you?” asked his father, entering the 
barn with the milk pails. 

“I prayed about it, and the Lord re- 
minded me to look by the water trough. 
That’s where he was,” replied John simply, 
taking up one of the pails. 





Larry Races a Locomotive! 
From page 3 


concern cross her husband’s face. She did 
not ask him what was wrong because she 
did not want to upset the boys. But she 
watched dad’s face closely to try to figure 
out what the trouble might be. Then she 
knew; it was the brakes. She saw father 
push the brake pedal clear to the floor, but 
the car moved along without a sign of stop- 


18 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


ping. Fear clutched her heart. What if they 
had to stop and couldn’t? 

Both parents were glad they were not in 
city traffic, where they would need to stop 
for signal lights, but at the same time they 
longed for a gasoline service station. There 
was none in sight, however, for they had 
already turned onto the farm road. Little by 
little Mr. Simms allowed the car to lose 
momentum, then kept it at as even a pace as 
possible with his hand on the gear. Th 
trouble was that the car had one of the ear 
lier-model automatic gears, and it was much 
harder to control a runaway car with it 
than with a conventional shift. 

“Going mighty slow, aren’t we?” Tom 
commented—still thinking of the game 
and the few precious moments of evening 
left for it. 

“Going plenty fast enough, son,” his fa- 
ther replied. And then he told the boys 
that the brake fluid had leaked out, and 
suggested that they pray God to give them 
extra protection. 

Scarcely had he asked the boys to pray, 
when the car turned a curve in the road 
and a train track lay about half a mile 
ahead. Mrs. Simms looked at her watch; 
she knew exactly when the train passed at 
that crossing for the family had lived 
within hearing distance of the line for 
years. That glimpse of her watch -confirmed 
her fears; it was train time. 

“Oh, God,” she prayed silently, “let the 
train be late today.” But even before she 
had finished her prayer she heard the train 
whistle. 

“Pray, pray,” said Mr. Simms fervently. It 
was easy to see why; at the rate the car was 
going they would be carried right in front 
of the locomotive. There was nothing he 
could do about it. To accelerate and try to 
beat the train would be sheer folly; yet he 
could not hope that the train would pass 
before the car rolled onto the track. 

The train’s roar never sounded so loud 
as it did that day. The family could almost 


feel the wheels passing over them. Once 4 
more father begged, “Pray!” and pushed Wy 


on the dead brake with all his might. With 
a grab that nearly sent Mr. and Mrs. Simms 
through the windshield, the brakes took a 
firm hold, and the car stopped just a few 
feet from the path of the steel monster. 

The feeling of deliverance left the fam- 
ily weak and shaken but happy that God 
had worked a miracle for their safety. 
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“Oh,” you say, “the fluid just got into the 
lines again.” No, friend, for after the car 
had crossed the track, again the brakes 
did not work, and father had to creep along 
until they came to a filling station. 

The angels applied those brakes. The 
car did not just stop. Ask Larry. He told me 
the story himself, and he is thoroughly 
convinced that it was not his father who 
applied the brakes that afternoon. He says it 

as the same hand that closed the ark, and 

at shut the lions’ mouths for Daniel. 
What do you think? 





Hailstones in July 
From page 5 


with occasional streakings of muddy yellow 
peering out from behind clouds. In that day 
there were no advance weather reports of 
unusual weather conditions or approaching 
storms. One just waited with foreboding 
and uncertainty. I'll never forget mother 
reassuring herself with, “Tornadoes don’t 
happen in July.” 

As it turned dark, the day suddenly grew 
cooler, and the dank coldness of the old 
brick house was all about me. I peered 
through the window at the driving rain, 
then was suddenly startled by a steady 
drumming of small tapping sounds. 

“Mother, what’s that noise?” I called in 
alarm. 

Mother joined me at the window. “Why, 
it’s hail, Kathy!” she said in surprise. 

We watched the unusual display on the 
front walk. The small blobs of frozen ice 
were bouncing up and down merrily, and 
the rain had turned into a bombardment 
of perfectly round globules. 

A small window opened into my brain 
and seemed to let the light in. I turned to 
mother and cried, “Mother, what’s hail? 
Isn’t it frozen snow?” 

She looked at me in amazement and 
shivered. “I suppose so.” 


* I whirled and dashed into the hall, 
Ss 


matching my sweater off the hall tree in 
passing. “I'll be back soon!” 

The hail pelted my cheeks and struck 
furiously at my head, but I ignored it as I 
dropped to my knees on the front walk. 
Spreading both hands wide I scooped all the 
hailstones I could into the full skirt of my 
dress. Then I ran toward Mr. Shook’s house, 
hoping he was home. 





Trees 
July 
9. Ps. 1:3 Righteous man like a tree 
10. Job 14:7 Tree hopes for regeneration 
11. Gen. 2:9 Trees of life and knowledge 


12. Matt. 13:32 Small seed makes great tree 
13. Rev. 2:7 Eat of the tree 

14. Mark 4:28 Growth of corn 

15. Prov. 25:11 Words like apples of gold 








The hailstones in my skirt were melting 
rapidly, and I knelt again before his steps 
to gather up more of the precious ammuni- 
tion. Yes, ammunition for an important 
onslaught on my friend! 

He must have been watching the storm 
out the window and saw me coming, for he 
had the front door open as I fell up onto 
the porch. Grasping my arm, he yanked me 
inside, yelling, “Kathy, are you crazy? Com- 
ing out in this storm! And what in fury are 
you doing with all that hail?” 

I shook myself loose, scattering the hail- 
stones as I dropped my skirt. “Hailstones! 
Frozen snow! And in July, Mr. Shook!” 
In all truth, I was shivering as I stood 
there. “Your own words—your promise, for 
it’s surely a cold day in July!” 

The old man stared at me in surprise, 
then his face softened and wrinkled into 
reluctant crinkles of laughter. “Ho, ho,” 
he cried, and fell into a chair with a roar 
of laughter. “Hoist by me own petard, I 
am!” 

“Wh—what?” I asked suspiciously. 

“That means I'll have to eat my own 
words. Caught in my own trap, Kathy girl,” 
he exclaimed, drawing me to him and ruf- 
fling my wet hair. “I'll keep my word, 
Kathy, but right now you’ve got to get 
something dry on you!” 

In front of a roaring fire later, while I 
sipped hot lemonade, I beamed at Mr. 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General conterene 


Lesson theme for the third quarter: "Lessons From the Gospel of John." 


I1l—Jesus and Nicodemus 


(July 15) 


MeEMorRY VERSE: “Jesus answered, Verily, ver- 
ily, I say unto thee, Except a man be born of 
water and of the Spirit, he cannot enter into the 
kingdom of God” (John 3:5). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the lesson story in John 3:1-17. Go over 
the memory verse a few times, and work on it 
each day as you do your lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 


The Fame of Jesus Spreads 
Open your Bible to John 2. 


People were hearing more and more about 
Christ. The turning of the water into wine at 
Cana, the cleansing of the Temple (John 2:15), 
and other miracles in Jerusalem that were not 
recorded (John 2:23), all were subjects of con- 
versation and discussion. Especially in Jerusa- 
lem was an interest aroused in what He had 
done and said and who He was. Look in verse 
23 and see what is said about this interest. 

In the council of the Jews there was heated 
discussion. Many were jealous of Jesus’ increas- 
ing popularity with the people, but some of the 
leaders felt that it would be wrong to condemn 
Him right away. They felt that He must be a 
prophet from God, and that it would be wrong 
to reject Him, for in years gone by the Jews had 
often rejected the messengers of God, and always 
it had been to their hurt. 

Among those who believed that Jesus was 
sent from God was a Pharisee named Nicode- 
mus. Secretly he went to visit Jesus one night on 
the Mount of Olives. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
167; p. 168, pars. 1, 2. 
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THINK how Nicodemus refused to be preju- 
diced against Christ. 


REsoLve that you will never let prejudice 
stop you from learning the truth. 


MONDAY 
The New Birth 
Open your Bible to John 3. 


Look in verse 2 and find how Nicodemus 
greeted Jesus when he went to see Him that 
night. 

Polite as it was, this greeting showed that 
Nicodemus was not yet willing to admit that 
Jesus was the expected Messiah. He greeted 
Jesus merely as “Rabbi”’—‘Teacher.” Jesus 
launched immediately into the subject that Nic- 
odemus most needed to understand. Find, in 
verse 3, what He said. 

Nicodemus was taken back by Christ’s words. 
He asked how such a thing could be possible. 
He spoke of being born physically, but Jesus 
was speaking of being born spiritually. Read 
Christ’s words of explanation, in verses 5 and 6. 

“The figure of the new birth, which Jesus 
had used, was not wholly unfamiliar to Nicode- 
mus. Converts from heathenism to the faith of 
Israel were often compared to children just born. 
Therefore he must have perceived that the 
words of Christ were not to be taken in a literal 
sense. But by virtue of his birth as an Israelite 
he regarded himself as sure of a place in the 
kingdom of God. He felt that he needed no 
change. Hence his surprise at the Saviour’s 
words. He was irritated by their close applica- 
tion to himself. The pride of the Pharisee was 
struggling against the honest desire of the seeker 
after truth. He wondered that Christ should 
speak to him as He did, not respecting his posi- 





tion as ruler of Israel.”—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 171. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
168, pars. 3, 4; p. 171, pars. 1, 2. 


THINK! Is Jesus more than a great Teacher 
to you? 


Pray that you may know Jesus as your per- 
sonal Friend and Saviour. 


TUESDAY 


The Work of the Holy Spirit 
Open your Bible to John 3. 


* Jesus told Nicodemus, “Marvel not that I 


aid unto thee, Ye must be born again.’”’ Then 
He used an illustration from nature to show 
how the Holy Spirit works on the human 
heart. Read verse 8 and find what that illustra- 
tion was. 

“The wind is heard among the branches of 
the trees, rustling the leaves and flowers; yet it 
is invisible, and no man knows whence it comes 
or whither it goes. So with the work of the 
Holy Spirit upon the heart. It can no more be 
explained than can the movements of the wind. 
A person may not be able to tell the exact time 
or place, or to trace all the circumstances in 
the process of conversion; but this does not 
prove him to be unconverted. By an agency as 
unseen as the wind, Christ is constantly working 
upon the heart. Little by little, perhaps uncon- 


sciously to the receiver, impressions are made 
that tend to draw the soul to Christ. These may 
be received through meditating upon Him, 
through reading the Scriptures, or through 
hearing the word from the living preacher. Sud- 
denly, as the Spirit comes with more direct ap- 
peal, the soul gladly surrenders itself to Jesus. 
By many this is called sudden conversion; but 
it is the result of long wooing by the Spirit of 
God.”—The Desire of Ages, p. 172. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
173, par. 1. 

TuHInK! Are you letting the Holy Spirit work 
on your heart? 

Pray that you may yield to the Spirit when 
He speaks to you through the reading of the 
Bible or any other means. 


WEDNESDAY 


The New Life 


Open your Bible to John 3. 


Nicodemus was still more interested in how 
this new birth could be brought about than in 
his own need of it. Find the question he asked 
that shows this, in verse 9. 

Nicodemus was supposed to be one of the 
spiritual leaders of the Jews, and yet by his 
conversation he showed that he was completely 
ignorant of this subject so important to the 
children of God. Lovingly and gently Jesus 


Jesus told Nicodemus that we are converted by the Holy Spirit and not by anything we may do. 
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chided him. Read how He did this, fn verse 10. 

The subject of the need for a new life was not 
new to the Jews, for many of the Old Testament 
writers referred to the need for a new heart. 
David, Isaiah, Jeremiah, Ezekiel, as well as others 
had spoken of this need for a new life, or a new 
heart. Converts to the Jewish faith were spo- 
ken of as children newly born. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
174, pars. 1, 2 

Tuink! Have you really had the experience of 
receiving a new heart? 

Pray that you may know what it is to have a 
new heart through Christ. 


THURSDAY 


The Uplifted Serpent 


Open your Bible to John 3. 


As Jesus made clear these truths about the 
way of salvation, Nicodemus felt himself being 
drawn to the Saviour. He wanted this new life 
the Saviour spoke of. As if reading his thoughts, 
Jesus referred to something in Israel’s history 
that the Pharisee had often read about. Find 
what it was, in verse 14, first part. 

When deadly serpents attacked the children 
of Israel in the wilderness, God instructed 
Moses to make a serpent of brass and set it up 
high on a pole. All who looked on it were 
healed of serpent bites. Look in verse 14, sec- 
ond part, and see how Christ explained the 
meaning of that uplifted serpent. 

All have been bitten by the serpent Satan, 
but those who look in faith to Jesus lifted up 
on the cross will be saved from the effects of 
sin. What lovely words that told the plan of 
salvation did Jesus speak at this interview? 
Read verses 16 and 17. 

Nicodemus did not at that time acknowledge 
Christ, but the seed grew in his heart, and after 
three years he stood out boldly for the Lord. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
174, pars. 3, 4; p. 175, par. 1. 

Tuink of the wonderful remedy provided for 
our sins. 

THANK Jesus for being willing to provide 
that remedy. 


FRIDAY 


1. Who was Nicodemus? 

2. What did he think about Jesus before his 
interview with Him? 

3. What did Christ tell him was necessary for 
everyone who wants to be a child of God? 

4. What illustration from nature did Jesus 
use to teach us how the Holy Spirit works? 

5. What reproof did Jesus gently give the 
proud Pharisee? 

6. What event in the days of the journeyings 
of the children of Israel did Jesus refer to in 
order to teach that only by looking in faith to 
Jesus can we be saved? 

Review the memory verse. 





Hailstones in July 


From page 19 


Shook. He had just finished telephoning 
mother that I was safe, warm, and dry and 
would be home when the storm was over. 

“It’s freakish weather for July, child,” the 
old man rumbled as his thick gray eye- 
brows tangled over his lowering eyes. 

“You promised, Mr. Shook,” I sai 
bravely, peering at him over the cup @ 
lemonade. Our friendship was too strong 
for me to be afraid; besides, I detected a 
twinkle in the depths of his dark eyes. 

“So I did, so I did,” he nodded. “‘A cold 
day in July,’ said I, ‘when it snows in July,’ 
I said! And now you tell me hail is frozen 
snow. So it seems I’ve got to go to church 
with you this week, eh?” 

I nodded emphatically. 

Well, he lived up to his word! People 
tried to hide their astonishment when he 
walked into church with me. They didn’t 
stare too much, and I've an idea that their 
friendliness and obvious happiness at hav- 
ing him back with them warmed and com- 
forted the old man. For from that day on 
he went to church regularly with mother 
and me, and with dad, when he was home. 

We moved away from that small town 
the next year, but I heard that Mr. Shook 
attended church regularly until he died a 
few years later. I have always felt it was 
the Lord’s hand that brought on that un- 
usual summer storm. His hand led me to 
realize the significance of the hailstones 
and to press the advantage of the careless 
promise made to a friendly and lonely 
child, thus bringing an old man back into 
the shelter and comfort of the church and 
his Lord’s arms, where he found peace and 
happiness of soul for the rest of his life. 
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ATTENTION! 


All PASTORS and JUNIORS 


Here is a new set of natural-color films es- 
pecially for junior youth. 26 filmstrips to aid 
in telling the wonderful story of the gospel, 
complete with syllabus and special songbook. 


Price, $59.50 


Tape narration also available. 13 tapes. 


Price, $58.50 


Combination of filmstrips and tapes. 


Price, $115.00 complete 


Rashes: EVANGELISM 
| “When Jesus Was Here 
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Animals of the Bible, No. 3-By Harry Baerg 
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THE DEER 


“As the hart panteth after the water 
brooks, 
So panteth my soul after thee, O God.” 
In Bible times at least two spe- 
cies of deer lived in Palestine. One 
was similar to the European red 
deer, the other was the fallow deer 
shown below. The English terms 
“hart” and “hind” referred to the 
male and female of both species. 
The forests of the Holy Land 
sustained many deer, but now that 
the forests are gone the deer are 
too. As David hid from Saul in the 
mountains he saw thirsty deer 
come to drink at a cool stream on 
a hot day. This struck him as a 
fit simile to describe his great 
longing for God and the refreshing 
that comes from the assurance of 
His love. 


RED DEER 


The fallow deer, though not as 
large as the red, is beautiful. Its 
color may range from white to dark 
brown and the adults as well as 
the fawns are spotted in summer. 
The antlers are palmated like 
those of moose. 


FALLOW ’ / in a ’ j “Then shall the lame man leap as an 


hart” (Isa. 35:6). 
DEER 4 


This quotation refers to the 
apparently effortless leaping of 
some deer. Their spectacular 
bounds can clear up to 25 feet. 
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